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The  Biggest  Thing 

Columbus  Ever  Did 

Was  To  Set  Sail!  . 

The  reason  so  many  men  never  arrive 
is  that  they  never  start.    They  lie  be- 
calmed in  the  Bay-of-Bide-A-Wee  and 
the  dreaming  in  the  Land-Ur-Lioing- 
To-Do. 

You  can't  get  anything  in  this  world 
without  going  after  it.   And  that  applies 
to  both  diplomas  and  careers.    If  you 
want  the  mark,  make  a  start.    If  you 
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The  golden  monarch  paused  on  the  farthest  western  wave 

To  bid  farewell! 
The  valley  mist  to  every  hill  a  purple  mantle  gave. 

The  shadows  fell! 
The  whispering  pines  sang  lullabies  sweet  to  the  sleepy  flowers 

So  soft  and  low. 
The  moon  queen  came  from  o'er  the  hill  into  his  starry  bowers 
So  slow;  so  slow. 

Nettie  Allen  Thomas,  '20 
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|T  was  while  on  a  fishing  trip  near  those  parts  that  I  learned 
that  it  was  upon  the  sandy  banks  of  Old  Topsail  Inlet  that 
the  treasure  of  the  famous  sea-rover  Johnson  was  buried,  and 
that  somewhere,  hidden  in  a  great  conck  shell,  was  a  map 
showing  the  exact  location  of  the  treasure. 

The  young  man  who  related  the  story  to  me  said  that  all  his  life 
he  had  been  interested  in  the  hidden  treasure,  for  his  father's  brother, 
a  reckless  fellow,  had  been  one  of  the  sea-rover's  companions,  and 
after  the  memorable  battle  in  which  Johnson  himself  was  killed  and 
his  ship  so  battered  that  it  went  to  pieces  on  the  shoals,  he  had  sent  a 
mysterious  message  to  him,  then  a  lad  of  twelve,  telling  him  of  the 
hidden  treasure  and  the  map,  and  charging  him  to  undertake  the 
search  when  he  became  a  man. 

My  friend,  whom  I  shall  henceforth  designate  as  James,  said 
that  he  felt  the  time  had  now  come  when  he  should  undertake  the 
expedition,  and  asked  me  to  accompany  him. 

I  consented,  and  after  settling  up  my  affairs  I  rejoined  my 
friend,  with  a  few  trusty  companions,  on  the  lonely  island. 

Now,  it  seemed  that  for  some  time  a  band  of  pirates  had  been 
patrolling  the  coast  lest  someone  should  recover  the  lost  treasure 
which  they  were  unable  to  locate,  so  that  a  day  or  two  after  our 
arrival  upon  the  island  the  pirates  anchored  their  ship  in  a  cove  of  the 
island  and  came  ashore. 

We  had  no  fight  with  these  reckless  men.  Still  we  knew  bv 
their  looks  and  actions  that  their  intentions  were  anything  but 
friendly,  so  we  stayed  constantly  on  our  guard. 

And  it  was  well  that  we  did,  for  when  we  began  our  search  for 
the  treasure  they  showed  plainly  that  their  business  was  to  watch  us. 
Day  after  day  as  we  searched  the  stretches  of  sand  the  pirates  accom- 
panied us,  their  threatening  looks  warning  us  of  the  peril  of  our 
undertaking. 

We  were  about  to  give  up  in  despair,  when  one  evening  a  terri- 
ble storm  broke  upon  us.    All  night  long  the  storm  raged,  and  when 
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at  length  we  issued  from  our  shack  we  hardly  recognized  the  island. 
Parts  of  some  trees  were  strewn  here  and  there,  and  others  had  dis- 
appeared altogether,  for  the  sand  had  advanced  into  the  forestry 
covering  up  all  the  trees  in  its  path,  and  ending  in  an  abrupt  declivity 
where  the  wind  had  set  it  down.  The  pirates'  ship  had  been  torn 
from  its  moorings,  and  badly  damaged,  and  from  this  time  on  we  had 
them  more  constantly  with  us  than  before. 

I  managed  to  slip  away  from  the  others  late  that  afternoon,  and 
climbed  a  great  sand  bank  near  the  point  where  I  could  get  a  view  of 
the  land  and  sea. 

There,  sticking  up  in  the  sand,  I  spied  the  top  of  a  great  shell, 
uncovered  by  the  last  night's  storm.  I  tore  it  from  the  sand,  and 
there,  inside,  I  found  the  map,  and  attached  to  it  an  old  rusty  key. 

Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  my  companions  and  I  manag- 
ing in  various  ways  to  throw  the  pirates  off  the  track,  tried  to  follow 
the  directions  the  paper  gave,  namely,  to  locate  a  lone,  half-dead  tree, 
and  then  go  due  east  "to  tree  and  treasure."  We  were  at  first  unable 
to  find  the  latter  tree,  but  at  last  came  upon  one  of  unusual  dimen- 
sions, with  the  additional  identifications  of  a  queer  bulge  all  around 
the  trunk,  just  below  where  the  three  large  branches  grew  out. 

We  searched  the  ground  thoroughly  on  every  side,  but  not  a  trace 
of  the  treasure  was  to  be  found.  We  dug  at  various  places,  but  with 
no  better  result.  Finally  I  conceived  the  bright  idea  that  by  climbing 
the  tree  we  might  obtain  some  clue.  Accordingly  I  set  myself  to  the 
task.  The  tree  was  large  and  smooth,  and  it  was  a  considerable 
task  to  ascend  for  some  forty  feet  to  the  division  of  the  branches. 

The  ascent  was  finally  made,  however,  and  here  I  found  the  cause 
of  the  queer  phenomenon  which  we  had  noticed  from  the  ground. 
The  tree  had  once  been  struck  by  lightning  at  this  space,  with  the 
effect  of  riving  the  limbs  from  each  other  without  wrenching  them 
completely  apart.  The  bark  had  grown  around  the  outside,  and 
there  was  sound,  green  wood  all  around.  In  the  middle,  however, 
rot  had  set  in,  causing  a  queer,  round  cavity.  The  pirate,  in  select- 
ing this  tree  to  enclose  his  secret,  had  helped  nature  a  little,  so  that 
the  hole  was  smooth,  and  at  the  bottom  square,  rather  than  round, 
and  here  I  found,  not  a  death's-head  giving  further  instructions,  but 
an  immense  iron  box,  grown  fast  in  the  wood.  I  now  understood 
the  cause  of  the  queer  bump  in  the  tree's  back.  The  box  had  acted 
as  a  filling  in  the  hole,  and  as  the  tree  had  grown  around  it  it  had 
formed  its  shape  around  the  model  of  the  box. 

I  also  knew  that  we  had  found  the  object  of  our  quest,  but  the 
question  now  was  how  were  we  going  to  remove  from  its  hiding 
place  a  box,  encased  for  so  many  years  within  the  tough  fibres  of  that 
giant  tree?    But  Johnson  was  not  so  foolish  as  we  imagined  him, 


BLACK  AND  GOLD 


5 


and  had  arranged  for  only  the  middle  part  of  the  lid  to  open.  There 
was  a  lock  on  top  into  which  I  inserted  the  key  I  had  found  with  the 
map,  but  the  key  and  the  lock  were  both  so  rusty  that  I  could  not 
budge  it,  and  we  decided  that  to  avoid  drawing  the  pirates'  attention 
to  the  spot  we  had  best  leave  off  for  the  day. 

The  next  morning,  at  break  of  day,  we  returned.  I  took  some 
oil  along,  and  a  file,  in  case  the  oil  proved  futile.  My  companions 
again  gave  me  the  privilege,  and  may  I  say  the  task,  of  climbing  the 
tree.  When  I  had  gotten  to  the  best  place  from  which  to  work  I 
began  oiling  and  coaxing,  and  finally,  to  my  great  delight,  the  key 
turned  and  the  lock  opened.  I  verily  believe  that  no  one,  from  that 
day  to  this,  has  ever  looked  on  such  a  collection  of  valuables  as  then 
met  my  eyes.  There  were  moneys  of  all  amounts,  dates  and  coun- 
tries; there  were  jewels  of  priceless  value;  there  were  bars  of  gold, 
and  brooches  set  with  diamonds ;  there  were  Turkish  hair  ornaments, 
and,  in  all,  such  a  conglomeration  of  shining  gold  and  glistening 
jewels  that  my  eyes  were  fairly  dazzled  at  the  sight.  I  could  hardly 
refrain  from  uttering  a  yell  of  triumph,  but  forebore  and,  after  filling 
my  pockets  with  valuables,  I  descended  the  tree  in  silence. 

After  that,  for  several  days,  we  worked  hard  at  all  hours  of  the 
day  and  night,  whenever  we  thought  we  could  do  so  without  being 
observed,  carrying  small  amounts  of  these  precious  possessions  back 
to  camp,  where  we  hid  them  as  quietly  and  as  safely  as  we  could. 

We  were  not  discovered,  and  at  last  all  the  money  was  assembled, 
counted,  and  apportioned,  a  much  greater  sum  than  we  could  possi- 
bly have  supposed,  and  we  returned  home,  each  with  his  part. 

But  we  were  no  richer  than  we  were  before,  for — the  pirates, 
my  companions  and  myself,  were  all  part  of  the  same  Scout  Troop 
on  a  summer  camping  expedition ;  "the  Famous  Johnson" — a  preacher 
from  Friedburg,  who  was  along  with  us;  and  the  "treasure" — a 
bundle  of  shells  tied  up  in  a  blue  handkerchief. 

John  Fries  Blair,  '20 
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Down  over  the  meadows  and  hills 

Fluttering  around  and  about, 
Filling  the  pools  and  the  rills, 

Eddying  around  and  out , 

Fall  the  bright  colored  leaves. 

Running  up  and  down  on  the  trees, 

Carrying  their  winter's  food, 
Scurrying  around  in  the  leaves, 

Chattering  and  scoldingly  rude, 

Scamper  the  gray  wood-folk. 

Crowding  the  city  ways, 

Blocking  the  streets  and  lanes, 
Unloading  through  busy  days 

Wagons  of  tobacco  and  grains, 

Come  all  the  country  folk. 

Ethelbert  Holland,  '20. 
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ITH  each  oncoming  wave  the  crude  fisherboats  rolled  and 
swayed :  they  were  held  by  a  strong  chain  to  the  miniature 
wharves  that  dotted  the  spacious  harbor. 

In  the  early  morning  the  rugged  men  from  the  white 
cottages  behind  the  wharves  put  out  to  sea.    Then  with  the 
day's  work  completed,  evening  found  the  tired  fishermen  returning 
with  their  catch. 

Jacques  Montre  forgot  his  weariness  the  moment  he  stepped 
inside  his  door.  With  a  rush  little  Therese  was  at  his  side  clamoring 
to  be  lifted  up,  for  she  had  a  secret  to  impart.  She  clasped  her 
chubby  arms  tight  about  his  neck. 

"Lean  close,  my  papa,"  she  whispered.  "M.  Raymon  went  into 
the  village  and  brought  back — he  brought  back  a  bit  of  meat,  and 
we're  to  have  some"! 

"That  is  indeed  good  news,  baby.  Arlette,  daughter,  is  the 
meal  near  ready?    I  have  worked  hard  and  have  a  keen  appetite." 

"Yes,  father,  when  Rondeau  comes  we  shall  eat." 

Arlette,  his  eldest  child,  was  nearing  her  twenty-second  year  and 
for  ten  years  she  had  been  both  sister  and  mother  to  the  little  family. 
Rondeau,  of  whom  she  spoke,  was  a  lad  of  seventeen,  her  only 
brother. 

Scarcely  had  she  spoken  when  he  came  in. 

"My  brother,"  said  Arlette,  "you  are  tired.    You  have  worked 
hard  to-day"? 
"Yes." 

He  had  worked  all  morning  in  the  old  north  field  of  the  im- 
mense but  poor  fief.  But  in  the  afternoon  a  party  of  horsemen  had 
ridden  through.  They  were  with  the  Marquis  Everemond,  lord  of 
the  estate,  and  they  had  undone  all  of  his  labor. 

Such  was  the  tale  of  the  boy ;  almost  every  night  he  had  a  similar 
grievance.  Once  the  beautiful  green  hedge  had  been  trampled  'neath 
the  horses'  feet:  then  the  little  pet  hares  had  been  killed  by  the  hunt- 
ing dogs:  now  the  rye  must  be  planted  all  over  again. 

So  the  days  wore  on. 

A  fox  chase  was  in  progress,  the  frightened  fox  ran  this  way 
and  that,  until  his  maneuvers  brought  him  quite  close  to  the  Montre 
cottage. 

Arlette,  nearby,  feeding  the  pigeons,  gazed  with  pity  at  the  poor 
creature.  She  made  a  pretty  picture  standing  there  amidst  the  birds 
with  her  dark  hair  hanging  in  heavy  braids  over  her  shoulders,  her 
lips  slightly  parted  and  glints  of  white,  even  teeth  showing  through. 
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Jules  Everemond  (brother  to  the  marquis;  ahead  in  the  chase, 

bent  a  look  of  admiration  on  her  as  he  passed.    If  .  but  no.  he 

would  go  back  and  talk  with  her. 

"Good  morning,  mademoisselle." 

"Good  morning,  monsieur." 

"Not  far  down  the  road,"  spoke  Jules,  "lies  a  chap  fallen  from 
his  horse.  He  is  bruised  quite  badly  and  is  weak  from  loss  of  blood. 
Has  mademoiselle  some  bits  of  bandage?" 

"O,  monsieur,  not  badly  hurt?  Well,  then  I  shall  go.  myself," 
kind-hearted  Arlette  answered,  "to  tie  up  the  poor  man's  wounds." 

She  hurried  into  the  house,  told  Therese  her  purpose  and  bade 
her  stay  inside  until  she  returned.  Then  taking  her  small  medicine 
case,  she  went  to  where  Everemond  was  waiting. 

"I  am  ready,  monsieur,"  she  said,  ''let  us  hasten  to  his  aid." 

They  walked  in  silence.  Everemond  beside  the  girl,  leading  his 
horse  by  the  bridle.  Like  this  they  went  quite  a  distance;  still  no 
wounded  man.  Arlette's  wonderment  grew,  she  was  a  trifle  wor- 
ried.   Finally  she  spoke. 

"Is  it  that  we  have  much  further  to  go?" 

"Still  a  piece."  was  the  answer. 

When  a  few  more  rods  were  traveled  she  was  more  worried 
and  tired. 

"Tell  me.  good  monsieur,  is  it  that  we  must  go  further?" 

For  answer  the  man  laid  hold  of  her;  there  was  a  struggle:  the 
medicine  case  was  trampled  in  the  dust.  With  her  pressed  tight,  he 
mounted  his  horse  and  like  a  flash  was  gone. 

The  miles  stretched  between  her  and  home.  If  Therese  would 
only  run  to  the  fields  and  tell  Rondeau.  But  no.  had  she  not  told 
the  child  to  stay  within?  At  last  the  man  was  slowing  down,  he  had 
stopped  in  front  of  a  house;  but  it  was  a  dismal,  deserted-looking 
house;  an  unkept  path  led  to  the  door  and  the  lawn  was  overgrown 
with  weeds. 

********* 

In  the  fields,  unconscious  of  his  sister's  danger.  Rondeau  bent 
over  his  work;  out  on  the  sea.  her  father,  happy  over  an  extra  large 
catch,  mistrusted  no  evil;  but  at  home.  Therese  grew  uneasy  and 
cried  at  being  left  alone. 

At  dusk  the  laborers  returned. 

The  little  child  was  found  asleep  with  her  tear-stained  face 
turned  toward  the  window.  When  no  sight  of  Arlette  nor  trace  of 
the  evening  meal  was  found,  she  was  quickly  awakened. 

Therese  was  frightened  at  their  anxiety  and  amid  tears  told 
them  all  she  knew. 
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"Rondeau,  my  son,  there  on  the  wall  hangs  my  old  sword,  you 

  I  Montre  faltered ;  heart-broken  he  flung  himself  on  the 

floor  and  cried  like  a  child.  Therese  flung  herself  beside  him  and 
implored  him  to  tell  where  her  Arlette  was. 

Rondeau  picked  his  way  cautiously,  always  following  the  prints 
of  a  horse's  feet.  There  in  the  road,  lay  a  black  object,  a  medicine 
case — Arlette's!    Over  here  were  signs  of  a  struggle. 

Hours  of  this;  it  was  almost  morning  when  he  found  the  end 
of  the  prints.  It  was  near  a  deserted  house.  He  would  rest  here 
then  pick  up  his  trail  again.  At  the  back  of  the  house  there  was  a 
light,  he  would  see  who  lived  here. 

Rondeau  looked  into  the  room  from  the  window.  On  the  couch 
lay  a  girl  in  a  stupor.    It  was  his  sister! 

One  minute  it  took  him  to  smash  the  window  and  leap  over 
the  sill.  He  knelt  by  the  side  of  his  sister  and  gently  shook  her. 
Arousing  from  her  stupor  she  clung  to  him  and  murmured  broken, 
unintelligible  things. 

Jules  Everemond  stalked  in,  his  angry  eyes  on  the  two,  his  hand 
on  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"Dog!    What  is  your  evil  purpose?" 

Rondeau  thrust  aside  his  sister,  and  taking  a  step  forward,  he 
drew  his  rusty  sword,  and  struck  at  the  face  before  him. 

Everemond,  shaken  with  anger  at  the  "common  dog,"  drew  his 
own  fine  sword.  He  struck  the  boy's  sword  a  shattering  blow,  then 
deep  into  Rondeau's  side  he  thrust. 

Fatally  wounded  the  boy  fell. 

Arlette,  crazed  at  the  sight  of  her  brother,  was  borne,  shrieking, 
in  the  arms  of  Everemond,  to  the  chamber  above. 

Doris  Chipman,  '21. 
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Did  you  ever  have  the  feeling 
That  you  knew  you  couldn't  pass, 
That  your  average  for  the  year 
Was  a  disgrace  to  the  Class? 
Did  you  ever  think  of  quitting, 
Or  despair  of  coming  through? 
Of  course  you  have,  that's  natural, 
You're  just  one  of  quite  a  few. 

But  think  again,  old  boy, 

You'll  change  your  mind  and  try  again, 

That  very  thought  in  days  gone  by 

Has  come  to  many  men. 

The  man  who  thought  he  could  not  pass, 

Or  could  not  win  success, 

Has  never  done  it,  never  will, 

He's  made  his  life  a  mess. 

But  he  who  said  he  would  come  through, 
And  went  about  to  do  it, 
Is  the  man  who  has  done  it  ever  since, 
The  job's  his,  and  he  has  got  it. 
So  when  you  think  you're  failing, 
And  you  know  you're  far  behind, 
Just  thank  your  stars  you've  got  a  chance, 
And  get  it  off  your  mind. 

Arthur  Silverberg,  '20. 
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Caging  a  (Hook 


T  was  not  the  13th  of  the  month.  No  cats  had  crossed  our 
path.  In  fact  it  was  just  an  ordinary  mid-August  day 
which  seemed  far  from  tragic.  But  anyhow,  our  bad  luck 
hit  us  on  that  day.    It  was  this  way  ; 

Estell  was  King  of  the  Kitchen.  He  was,  in  the  boys' 
estimation,  the  most  essential  thing  in  camp.  Three  times  a  day  he 
wiped  the  grease  from  his  hands  and  hollowed  to  "Windy"  to  "blow 
de  horn."  And  three  times  a  day  seventeen  hungry  campers  re- 
sponded nobly  by  showing  their  skill  in  the  gentle  art  of  making  away 
with  grub.  And  Estell  looked  on  and  accepted  their  silent  compli- 
ments with  Ethiopian  philosophy. 

Now  Estell  was  a  good  cook  but  as  a  camper  he  was  a  distinct 
failure.  He  was  awed  by  the  silent  woods  at  night.  The  Yadkin 
seemed  to  contain  more  water  than  was  absolutely  necessary.  We 
couldn't  induce  him  into  one  of  the  boats  without  Mr.  Lee's  protec- 
tion, which  showed  his  wisdom.  As  he  expressed  it:  "I  don't  like 
de  idea  of  so  much  watah  between  me  an'  de  place  I  gotta  go!" 

On  the  fateful  August  morning  he  was  preparing  dinner.  The 
detail  to  Advance  had  not  returned.  Some  of  the  boys  were  on  the 
river.  The  rest  of  us  were  near  camp  getting  firewood.  Suddenly 
we  heard  a  shriek  and  several  calls  for  help.  We  were  amazed,  and 
dropping  our  work  we  hastened  to  camp.  As  we  neared  the  clearing 
a  comical  sight  presented  itself.  Estell  was  on  the  mess  table,  vainly 
trying  to  climb  a  monstrous  oak.  His  eyes  were  popping  from  his 
face,  his  black  skin  was  an  ashen  grey.  Mr.  Lee  called  to  him,  ask- 
ing for  the  cause  of  the  trouble. 

"De  debbil  hisself  has  just  been  through  haye,"  gasped  Estell, 
"a  big  black  snake  crawled  through  dat  tent."  It  was  evident  that 
Estell  had,  with  marvelous  absence  of  mind,  resolved  himself  into  a 
Committee  of  Ways  and  Means  of  one,  and  had  called  a  hasty  retreat. 

Mr.  Lee  got  out  his  "gat"  and  seached  for  the  green-eyed  mon- 
ster. He  eluded  him,  however,  which  left  Estell  very  apprehensive. 
Mr.  Lee  tried  patiently  to  reassure  him  but  met  with  little  success. 

"Dat  snake  ain't  poison?  Huh,  I  ain't  never  noticed  noboddy 
playin'  wid  'em." 

That  night  he  packed  up  bag  and  baggage  and  walked  to  the 
station — and  civilization,  leaving  us  to  starvation. 

The  rest  of  the  week  was  a  nightmare.  Mr.  Lee  cooked  a  mass 
of  dough  called  bread,  which  we  either  had  to  eat  or  go  without  food. 
He  did  his  best  but  he  wasn't  any  prize-taker  when  it  came  to  cook- 
ing. When  "Windy"  blew  his  bugle  there  wasn't  any  mad  rush  for 
first  servings  as  in  the  good  old  days.    We  ate  the  "bread"  which 
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splashed  solemnly  when  it  hit  the  weak  tea  we  had  drunk.  The 
conversation  ran  along  these  lines;  "Now  you  taste  it  first  and  if  it 
doesn't  kill  you,  I'll  try  it."  "Say,  what  is  this  stuff,  anyhow? 
Someone's  got  the  dishwater  in  the  soup  bowl."  And  other  such 
appetizing  things. 

That  is  the  bad  luck  that  struck  Camp  Craig.  Seventeen  ex- 
hungry  boys  are  looking  for  one  Estell,  a  brown-skin  negro,  very 
superstitious.    Any  information  will  be  greatly  appreciated. 

Bill  Sharp,  10th  Grade. 


AN  OPEN  LETTER  TO  THE  BUILDING  CONTRACTOR 
Dear  Con. : 

The  School  Board  having  assured  us  of  having  every  conven- 
ience within  the  scope  of  human  imagination,  we  would  like  to  re- 
mind you  of  a  few  details  which  you  may  overlook.  First,  in  the 
Spanish  room  put  a  double-decked  desk  for  Skimp  Fletcher.  The 
top  deck  is  for  his  Spanish  grammar  and  the  lower  one  for  "The 
Adventures  of  Sherlock  Holmes." 

Beside  the  desk  of  Skinny  Williams  place  a  waste  basket.  This 
will  eliminate  the  inconvenience  of  stuffing  his  banana  peelings  in  his 
pockets.  We  remember  that  one  day  he  had  to  eat  the  same  to  get 
rid  of  them. 

We  also  entreat  you,  Mr.  Contractor,  to  place  on  all  the  girls' 
desks  a  mirror  and  powder  puff. 

Ash  trays  and  collapsible  pen  staffs  will  be  appreciated,  as  well 
as  easy  chairs. 

And  will  you  kindly  endeavor  to  secure  erasers  loaded  with 
lead?  These  will  greatly  help  the  boys  who  are  pugilistically  in- 
clined.   The  present  ones  make  eraser  battles  so  boring. 

As  for  the  cafeteria — a  fine  idea,  but  here  is  a  better  one.  Run 
pipes  into  all  the  class  rooms.  From  these  pipes  run  individual  rub- 
ber tubes  to  every  seat,  with  the  tubes  hanging  from  the  wall  directly 
over  the  desks.  The  pupil  can  then  deposit  his  "nickel  in  the  slot" 
and  catch  the  soup  from  the  tube  in  a  cup.  Thus  we  could  take  our 
lunch  between  "esta,  esta's"  and  with  Shakespeare. 

Last,  but  not  least,  we  would  like  to  have  a  talking  machine  in 
each  room  connected  with  the  news  wires,  so  that  by  throwing  a 
switch  we  can  get  the  ball  games,  election  returns,  etc.,  at  first  hand. 

We  think  this  will  be  all,  except  the  soda  fountain  and  the  shine 
parlor.  Thanking  you  in  advance  for  the  fulfilment  of  these  re- 
quests, I  am,  Yours  very  truly,  ONE  OF  THE  BOYS. 

Wm.  Sharpe,  '20. 
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SHALL  never  forget  the  fall  I  spent  in  Colorado.  I  remem- 
ber one  October  it  snowed  so  hard  that  the  street  cars 
couldn't  run  and  many  of  the  teachers  and  pupils  couldn't 
get  to  school.    One  little  girl  had  her  hands  frost  bitten 
and  had  to  sit  all  day  with  her  hands  in  snow  and  ice  water. 
That  afternoon  when  we  started  home  we  found  the  snow  was 
two  feet  deep  and  every  step  we  took  our  feet  sank  down  to  the 
ground  with  the  snow  above  our  knees. 

For  forty-eight  hours  it  continued  to  snow  and  when  it  stopped 
it  was  five  feet  deep  on  the  level,  and  in  the  drifted  places  seven  feet. 

Of  course  we  couldn't  get  out  of  our  houses,  and  had  to  live  on 
what  we  had  at  home  until  a  tunnel  could  be  dug  to  the  little  store. 
We  also  had  to  dig  tunnels  to  the  chicken  yard  to  be  able  to  feed 
the  chickens. 

As  soon  as  possible  after  it  ceased  snowing  all  the  firemen  went 
to  work  digging  a  tunnel  to  the  store.  In  about  a  week  there  was 
nothing  left  in  the  store,  not  even  .a  cracker,  so  we  had  to  live  on 
apples  and  nuts. 

Staying  in  the  house  for  a  week  was  not  much  fun,  and  tele- 
phoning soon  grew  monotonous.  As  children's  wants  must  be  met 
we  decided  that  the  snow  was  not  going  to  keep  us  indoors.  So  this 
plan  was  devised;  we  worked  every  day  until  we  had  a  network  of 
tunnels  to  our  neighbors'  houses  and  then  we  excavated  a  little  Es- 
kimo house  where  we  could  all  stay  together.  This  was  a  funny  way 
to  play,  and  everybody  liked  it,  for  it  was  warm  enough  in  the  snow. 

During  the  cold  spell  the  clerks  down  town  couldn't  get  home. 
They  had  to  sleep  on  the  counters  in  the  stores  and  eat  what  they 
could  find  in  the  store. 

It  took  about  two  or  three  weeks  to  clear  the  main  streets  down 
town,  and  a  few  extending  in  the  different  directions  to  the  different 
sections  of  the  city.  From  our  house  we  had  to  walk  eight  blocks 
to  get  to  the  street  car.  But  we  wasted  no  time  in  getting  to  the 
car  line,  no  matter  how  hard  it  was. 

I  never  shall  forget  the  first  time  I  went  down  town  after  that 
snow.  Everything  seemed  perfectly  delightful,  for  we  had  been 
almost  imprisoned.  Passing  by  a  shop  window  I  uttered  a  squeal. 
Mother  turned  around  to  see  what  had  happened. 

"Oh!  mother,  I  see  a  loaf  of  bread,  I  see  a  loaf  of  bread!"  I 
hadn't  seen  one  in  almost  a  month  and  I  seemed  to  have  a  feeling 
that  it  would  taste  wonderfully  good. 

It  was  not  until  spring  that  the  snow  melted,  and  although  I 
was  glad  to  see  the  ground  again  I  wouldn't  take  anything  for  the 
fun  I  had  during  that  "Snow-In."  Frances  Griffin,  '21. 
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Izfcttortal 

O  words  can  possibly  express  the  joy  of  the  school  population 
of  Winston-Salem  over  the  success  of  the  bond  issue  and  we 
wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  voters  of  Win- 
ston-Salem and  to  show  our  appreciation  of  the  untiring 
efforts  of  Mr.  Latham  towards  this  goal.  Mr.  Latham 
has  always  held  a  warm  spot  in  our  hearts  from  our  early  school  days 
when  we  first  welcomed,  with  hand  clapping,  his  coming  to  the  old 
West  End  school.  But  never  before  have  we  realized  how  all  his 
thoughts  and  efforts  are  given  to  the  betterment  of  our  school.  We 
believe  that  October  7th  would  never  have  been  a  red-letter  day  for 
Winston-Salem  had  it  not  been  for  the  fight  that  Mr.  Latham  put 
up.    Every  moment  of  his  time,  every  thought,  was  directed  toward 
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the  accomplishing  of  the  success  of  the  bond  issue.  He  went  about 
this  work  quietly;  so  quietly  that  one  could  scarcely  realize  how 
much  he  was  doing,  'til  behold !  the  result  which  is  known  over  North 
Carolina  and  the  South — $400,00  for  schools  all  over  the  citv ; 
$400,000  for  a  new  High  School. 

H.  S.,'20 


SCHOOL  SPIRIT 

CHOOL  spirit  is  the  absolute  conviction  among  students 
that  their  school  is  the  best  to  be  found  anywhere ;  the  firm 
confidence  that  all  the  students  are  worth  knowing,  and  the 
loyal  determination  to  stand  by  their  school  in  everything 
it  undertakes. 

The  first  of  these  requirements  is  quite  generally  professed,  and 
is  the  real  basis  upon  which  the  spirit  rests,  for  there  can  be  no  spirit 
unless  the  students  have  a  real  respect  and  love  for  their  school  in 
preference  to  every  other.  This  feeling  develops  in  most  students 
during  their  stay  at  an  institution,  but  school  spirit  must  not  stop  here. 

The  best  advice  that  can  be  given  to  a  student  starting  to  a 
new  school  is  to  "know  everybody."  The  accomplishment  of  this 
requires  considerable  effort,  but  it  is  worth  it,  both  in  school  and  in 
the  pleasures  derived  from  it  in  later  life.  Unhappily,  owing  to  the 
present  crowded  condition  in  our  High  School,  it  is  very  hard  to 
learn  to  know  the  students  of  the  other  grades,  since  we  have  no 
opportunity  of  coming  into  contact  with  them.  When  the  new  High 
School  is  completed,  however,  this  is  one  thing  that  should  be  stressed 
especially,  as  of  essential  importance  to  the  good-fellowship  which 
should  exist  among  students. 

Another  duty  which  school  spirit  lays  upon  students,  but  which 
is  sadly  neglected,  and  not  recognized  as  such  by  them,  is  to  dis- 
countenance insubordination  among  their  associates.  Giving  proof 
that  public  opinion  is  against  such  things  is  the  most  effectual  way 
possible  of  controlling  unruly  attendants  at  school,  and  it  is  the 
bounden  duty  of  the  students,  for  the  sake  of  the  reputation  of  their 
school,  to  bring  such  strong  influence  to  bear,  that  no  one  will  dare 
to  engage  in  any  misconduct. 

Another  duty  placed  upon  the  students  by  school  spirit  is  the 
support  of  the  different  activities  engaged  in  by  the  school.  Those 
who  are  not  on  the  athletic  teams  should  not  only  exult  over  their 
victories,  but  should  come  out  to  the  games  in  order  to  help  in  getting 
the  victories.    The  literary  societies  should  receive  much  wider  sup 
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port  than  they  do.  Even  the  social  gatherings  should  be  attended 
as  one  of  the  lines  of  school  activity. 

All  these  requirements  should  be  followed  out.  the  students  carry 
their  "school  spirit"  all  through  life,  making  friends,  and  taking  a 
leading  part  in  even-thing  for  the  good  of  the  communitv. 

J.  F.  B..  '20 


We  are  glad  to  note  that  the  High  School  singing,  or  rather  lack 
of  it.  is  a  subject  which  is  being  discussed  by  those  having  influence 
in  this  department.  The  singing  in  our  High  School  has  never  been 
what  it  should  be,  not  on  account  of  lack  of  musical  talent  in  our 
school,  but  because  we  have  never  had  a  musical  director. 

For  some  years  we  have  had  a  splendid  orchestra,  sometimes 
directed  by  members  of  the  faculty,  at  present  under  student  control: 
and  now  Air.  Hardeman,  a  musician  of  fine  training  and  experience, 
a  director  of  singing  in  War  Camp  Community  service,  has  offered 
to  take  charge  of  our  chapel  singing;  so.  there  is  no  reason  why  the 
singing  in  our  school  should  not  greatly  improve.  H.  S..  '20. 


©f  3ntrr?at  to  thz  Bthool 

Although  we  have  lost  some  of  our  splendid  football  players, 
the  High  School  is  holding  its  own.  having  won  two  of  the  three 
games  played  and  having  tied  in  the  other.  We  have  the  opinion  of 
one  of  our  stars,  Walter  Fry,  that  we  will  also  beat  Charlotte :  and 
so  Walter  has  been  preparing  for  the  game  this  summer.  He  in- 
forms us  that  his  job  at  the  Turner- White  Coffin  Company  was  tack- 
ing in  the  linings  and  he  made  them  nice  and  soft,  since  he  wanted  the 
Charlotte  players  to  have  a  comfortable  place  to  rest  after  our  game 
with  them. 


Tom  Cushing,  who  left  Winston-Salem  High  School  for  train- 
ing camp,  three  years  ago,  is  back  at  school  this  year.  It  is  rumored 
that  athletics  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  his  return  to  the  fold. 

The  old  High  School  is  well  represented  on  the  football  field 
all  over  the  State.  ''Gig"  Shepherd,  who  needs  no  introduction  to 
High  School  students,  is  attending  Davidson  College.  He  has  made 
the  football  team  there,  which  speaks  well  for  a  first-year  man.  At 
Carolina,  Ralph  Spaugh  is  running  regular  full-back,  while  Pass 
Fearrington  and  Howard  Fulton  are  upholding  the  back  field.  Phin 
Horton  is  trying  hard  for  a  position  on  the  Navy  team  at  Annapolis, 
and  Harold  Spear  is  captain  and  star  of  the  Furman  team.  Trinity 
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is  not  putting  out  a  'Varsity  team  this  year  but  we  understand  that 
Harold  Bolick  is  holding  the  captaincy  of  the  Freshman  team ;  and 
though  we  have  not  heard  from  Trinity  Park  we  know  that  if  any- 
thing is  doing,  Fritz  Crute,  Gene  Bolick  and  Jim  Simpson  are  right 
there. 


It  is  certainly  a  pleasure  to  have  our  old  coach  back  at  the 
school  this  year.  With  Mr.  Moore  interested  in  boys'  sports  and 
Mrs.  Moore  assisting  in  the  girls'  athletics,  great  things  are  predicted 
for  the  High  School. 

We  miss  Helen  Murchison  and  Lois  Moon,  of  the  class  of  '20, 
very  much  this  year.  Lois  moved  to  Greensboro  during  the  sum- 
mer, while  Helen  remained  with  us  only  a  few  weeks  this  fall  before 
going  to  Raleigh. 


Under  the  capable  management  of  J.  A.  Vance  and  his  assistants, 
Conrad  Watkins,  Marcus  Wilkinson  and  Walter  Fry,  our  magazine 
has  started  off  on  a  fine  financial  basis.  We  appreciate  the  efforts 
these  boys  have  put  forth  to  interest  the  business  men  of  our  city  in 
The  Black  and  Gold.  We  take  this  opportunity  also  to 
thank  our  advertisers  for  enabling  us  to  float  our  magaizne. 


The  students  of  the  High  School  wish  to  express  our  apprecia- 
tion of  what  Col.  Webb  has  done  for  our  schools  during  the  many 
years  he  has  been  on  the  school  board.  It  was  chiefly  through  Col. 
Webb's  efforts  that  our  fine  Domestic  Science  Department  was  in- 
stalled and  our  Printing  Department.  Col.  Webb  was  also  inter- 
ested in  the  Commercial  Department. 


Last  year's  graduating  class  is  well  represented  at  the  various 
colleges  of  the  State.  At  Salem,  Carolina,  Meredith,  N.  C.  College 
and  Greensboro  College  for  Women,  Trinity,  Hollins  and  University 
of  Maryland,  the  Winston-Salem  boys  and  girls  are  taking  their 
places  among  the  best.  And  of  the  thirty-four  who  graduated  last 
June,  twenty  are  pursuing  their  studies  elsewhere,  while  a  large  per- 
centage of  the  others  are  holding  responsible  positions  in  the  city. 


Lola  Howard,  '22,  has  the  distinction  of  receiving  the  first 
student's  final  certificate  for  excellence  in  writing.  Special  interest 
is  being  taken  by  other  students,  who  are  doing  advanced  work  in 
penmanship,  and  we  shall  expect  to  hear  of  other  rewards. 


The  eleventh  grade  was  thrown  into  a  state  of  consternation 
recently  when  George  Stanley  announced  that  he  was  going  to  move 
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out  of  town.  However,  as  The  Black  and  Gold  goes  to  press 
we  find  George  still  here. 


It  may  be  of  interest  to  some  to  know  that  Katherine  Emmart, 
as  a  result  of  many  long  weeks'  work,  has  at  last  learned  to  wash 
dishes. 


Forest  Fulton  worked  faithfully  during  the  vacation  weeks  that 
he  was  not  in  school.  We  won't  say  whether  he  worked  during 
summer  school  or  not. 


Ruby  Sapp  having  won  the  scholarship  to  Salem,  entered  that 
college  this  fall. 


Bruce  Ellis,  who  won  the  scholarship,  entered  Carolina  this  fall. 


Our  master-chemist,  Arthur  Silverburg,  is  now  in  the  employ- 
ment of  a  large  dye  concern  in  New  York.  It  is  rumored  that  Arthur 
has  discovered  a  new  dye,  for  which  the  U.  S.  offered  two  thousand 
dollars.  Perhaps  some  day  he  will  come  back  and  tell  how  he  hap- 
pened to  do  it. 


How  can  we  get  along  without  "Bill"  Brame's  choicest  vocal 
selections?  some  one  asked  when  Mr.  Brame  decided  to  move  to 
Wilkesboro. 


J.  A.  Vance,  Jr.,  drove  trucks  during  the  summer.  He  says 
he  is  getting  good  practice  and  hopes  to  become  a  chauffeur  some 
day.  Perhaps  he  will  be  asked  to  haul  material  for  the  new  High 
School;  but  in  the  interest  of  the  High  School,  we  hope  not. 

Blanche  Long,  of  the  class  of  '20,  evidently  decided  that  getting 
married  was  one  of  the  simplest  ways  of  avoiding  math  and  Latin,  so 
she  and  Mr.  Vincent  are  trying  the  joys  of  farm  life. 

Pauline  Turner  is  sporting  some  mighty  pretty  jewelry.  We 
wonder  if  her  visit  to  Pittsboro  had  anything  to  do  with  it? 


Conrad  Watkins  made  a  tour  through  the  Western  part  of  the 
State,  in  his  new  Buick.  It  is  remarkable  that  he  escaped  with  his 
life!    We  are  proud  of  him. 


When  two  new  students  entered  our  High  School,  October  the 
first,  we  little  suspected  that  they  were  to  furnish  us  with  a  "scrub" 
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on  the  football  team,  and  an  associate  editor  on  The  Black  and 
Gold;  but  such  are  the  achievements  of  Donald  and  Doris  Chipman. 


Ava  Taylor  Guyer  spent  six  weeks  in  Asheville  at  summer 
school  studying  in  detail  the  "Life  of  Cicero." 


Charles  Siewers  spent  most  of  his  summer  in  bed  with  a 
mashed  foot.  However,  he  made  his  life  useful  by  reading  about 
sixty  points  for  English.  Too  bad  he  can't  be  promoted  on  them, 
after  spending  a  summer  in  such  a  way. 


Nancy  Stockton  spent  a  week  on  a  house  party  at  Vade  Mecum. 
She  said  she  had  a  wonderful  time.    There's  a  reason! 


Camp  life  must  have  appealed  to  John  Fries  Blair,  Fred  Romig, 
and  Ethelbert  Holland,  for  they  spent  most  of  their  vacation  in  this 
way.    Men  may  learn  to  cook  and  wash  dishes  yet! 


g>tnbmt  Bmus 

As  a  student  of  the  Winston-Salem  High  School,  I  am  inter- 
ested in  all  that  is  beneficial  to  this  institution.  Therefore,  allow 
me  to  propose  that  military  training  be  established  in  our  High 
School.  It  is  needless  to  call  your  attention  to  the  wonderful  good 
this  training  does  those  who  are  subject  to  it;  especially  is  it  a  great 
aid  to  the  High  School  students,  in  that  it  makes  them  responsive, 
obedient,  and  alert.  In  all  schools  where  military  training  is  given, 
it  is  a  fact  that  the  student-body  upholds  a  higher  standard  than  was 
the  case  previous  to  the  establishment  of  such  a  course.  Moreover 
military  training  is  an  excellent  branch  of  athletics,  and,  since  all 
boys  may  take  it,  is  of  more  benefit  to  more  students  than  any  other. 

For  these  reasons,  I  believe  that  we  should  adopt  military  train- 
ing in  our  High  School.  Ralph  H.  Cain,  '20 


Basketball  in  the  High  School,  my  what  a  welcome  sound  that 
is.  For  many  weeks  we  have  been  waiting  eagerly,  hoping  to  attain 
our  goal.  At  last  our  dreams  have  been  realized.  We  girls  of 
Winston-Salem  High  School  have  come  into  our  own.  We  have 
organized  a  Girls'  Athletic  Association. 

We  have  great  prospects  in  view  for  the  future.  By  investi- 
gation, it  has  been  found  that  practically  every  girl  in  the  High 
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School  is  going  out  for  basketball,  so  there  will  be,  of  course,  several 
good  teams.  Our  uniforms  have  also  been  decided  upon,  black 
sateen  bloomers  with  white  "middies." 

As  soon  as  our  team  has  practiced  up  a  little,  we  shall  play  some 
of  the  boys'  old  rivals.  Greensboro,  for  instance,  has  a  good  girls' 
basketball  team.  We  shall  expect  all  kinds  of  support  from  the  boys, 
whom  we  have  so  faithfully  upheld  in  times  past.  So  all  together, 
boys  and  girls,  fifteen  "rahs"  for  the  Girls'  Athletic  Association. 

Mary  Louise  Collier,  '21. 
Nancy  Tyree,  '21. 


Under  the  splendid  leadership  of  Misses  Britt,  Mebane,  and 
Carson  the  Charles  D.  Mclver  Literary  Society  has  been  reorganized 
for  the  year  1919-20. 

The  society  has  been  divided  into  five  different  sections ;  dramat- 
ics, music,  debate,  extemporaneous  speaking,  and  entertainment,  and 
each  girl  may  choose  any  committee  to  work  with. 

Last  year  our  society,  like  everything  else,  was  handicapped  on 
account  of  the  influenza,  but  this  year  we  hope  to  make  up  for  that 
in  every  way  possible. 

While  we  have  been  having  good  attendance  at  the  meetings 
so  far,  we  feel  that  not  as  many  girls  are  enrolled  as  should  be,  and 
we  hope  that  by  the  end  of  this  school  year  twice  the  number  that 
we  now  have  will  be  on  our  record  books. 

Frances  Young,  '21. 


"Community  Singing"  should  be  encouraged  both  in  school  and 
out.  We  sang  much  during  the  war,  the  people  at  home  and  our 
"boys"  overseas.  It  caused  us  all  to  feel  our  national  pride,  made 
us  more  cheerful,  and  united  us  more  closely.  We  students  of  the 
High  School  are  becoming  specially  interested  in  singing  since  Mr. 
Hardeman  has  undertaken  to  help  us  sing  in  chapel  on  Wednesday 
mornings.  We  can't  tell  yet  whether  we  are  talented  in  music,  but 
we  all  enjoy  trying  to  sing,  and  though  we  don't  come  in  every  time 
on  that  first  note,  we  are  improving  and  by  June  we  are  sure  that  we 
will  be  able  to  begin  on  the  first  note  and  not  stop  until  Mr.  Harde- 
man beats  time  for  the  last. 

Daisy  Lee  Glasgow. 


Our  High  School  is  so  located  that  we  get  the  benefit  of  all  the 
musical  programs  rendered  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  by  several  Jazz  Quar- 
tets.   There  are  also  several  famous  choruses  which  have  been  trying 
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to  harmonize  for  several  seasons.  The  programs  begin  daily  just  as 
soon  as  school  begins.  The  quartet  takes  a  most  striking  pose  in  the 
window  across  from  the  eleventh  grade  and  then  they  begin  with  what 
sounds  like  a  funeral  dirge  but  gradually  grows  into  a  more  cheerful 
tune,  till  at  length  the  notes  of  the  latest  "rag"  drown  out  the  mur- 
mur of  student  voices  demonstrating  the  value  of  or  reciting  the 
poems  of  Burns. 

It  is  unfortunate  that  "the  quartet"  takes  this  time  to  practice — 
we  will  not  say  "sing" — for  we  Eleventh  Grade  students  have  little 
enough  time  for  study  in  our  class  room  and  need  every  minute  of 
this  time  to  concentrate  on  our  Latin  and  math,  history  and  English 
without  outside  distractions. 

We  sympathize  deeply  with  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  for  we  realize 
that  they  have  nothing  to  do  with  these  musical  entertainments  and 
that  they  suffer  as  much  as  we  do. 

We  wish,  however,  that  our  musically  inclined  friends,  on 
account  of  our  proximity  to  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  and  the  crowded  con- 
ditions in  our  schools,  would  put  off  their  warbling  until  4:30. 

Charles  M.  Davis,  '20. 


Our  High  School  Debating  Society  has  started  out  for  a  new 
year's  work,  and  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  it  will  not  make 
even  a  better  showing  this  year  than  it  did  last.  Practically  all  of 
the  old  members  who  put  up  such  a  hard  fight  with  the  boys  of  other 
high  school  debating  societies  at  Chapel  Hill  last  year  are  again  en- 
rolled this  year.  There  are  many  newer  members  who  have  not  yet 
had  a  chance  to  engage  in  interstate  debates  to  show  themselves  to  be 
hard  fighters  on  the  floor,  but  who  have  debated  in  the  regular  meet- 
ings of  the  society  with  much  force  and  eloquence.  With  the  com- 
bined strength  of  the  old  and  new  members,  our  school  should  be  able 
this  year  to  put  out  a  debating  team  second  to  none  in  the  State. 

However,  there  are  a  few  things  which  each  member  should 
keep  constantly  in  mind  if  he  would  make  the  greatest  success  of  the 
society.  There  is  an  inclination  on  the  part  of  some  members  to  be 
absent  from  the  bi-monthly  meetings  when  they  are  on  the  program. 
This  is  a  practice  that  ought  not  to  happen.  It  does  not  show  the 
proper  school  spirit.  It  is  the  duty  of  every  member  to  contribute 
towards  the  success  of  the  society,  and  if  he  is  unwilling  to  do  that, 
he  should  be  excluded  from  the  society.  Each  member  should  take  a 
pride  in  the  literary  work  and  do  his  utmost  to  make  the  society  a 
special  feature  of  the  High  School  course.  The  debates  should  be 
so  lively  and  well-argued  as  to  draw  the  attention  of  all  the  students 
that  are  eligible  to  membership.    By  each  member  doing  his  part, 
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the  enrollment  can  be  greatly  increased,  and  everyone  would  derive 
more  benefit  from  the  society. 

Our  Literary  Society  has  once  put  out  a  champion  debating 
team,  and  our  prospects  are  as  bright  this  year  as  they  ever  were  in 
previous  years.  Let  each  member  decide  to  do  his  duty  and  the 
"champs"  may  again  come  from  among  our  members.' 

Raymond  Peace,  '21. 

There  has  been  much  discussion  as  to  whether  English  students, 
making  an  average  of  ninety  per  cent  on  daily  grades,  should  be  made 
to  stand  a  "final"  on  that  subject.  My  opinion  is  that  such  students 
should  be  excused  from  examinations,  and  I  will  try  to  tell  you  why 
I  think  this. 

English  is  a  study  that  you  cannot  skip  lightly  over,  or  cheat 
upon.  In  English,  you  are  bound  to  get  right  down  and  dig  out  the 
meaning  for  yourself.  In  math,  sometimes  you  know  an  example 
to  go  by,  or  if  you  are  dishonest,  you  can  copy  someone  else's  work ; 
but,  not  so  in  English.  Here,  you  have  nothing  to  go  by  but  your- 
self ;  you  are  compelled  to  find  out  what  you,  yourself,  know  by  hard 
study.  When  you  write  a  composition,  you  work  hard  on  it,  phras- 
ing and  re-phrasing,  until  you  think  it  is  interesting  enough  for  your 
teacher  to  read.  And  you  get  full  credit  for  your  work,  not  a  copy 
of  somebody  else's,  for,  the  English  teacher  must  give  such  individual 
work  to  her  pupils  that  she  soon  learns  the  characteristics  of  the  dif- 
ferent members  of  her  class.  She  finds  out  what  each  one  can  do, 
and  she  learns  to  recognize  the  individual  phrasing  of  the  various 
students,  and  their  ways  of  expressing  themselves. 

So,  if  a  student  conscientiously  works  hard  for  a  whole  year, 
and  manages  to  obtain  an  average  of  ninety  per  cent,  he  has  thor- 
oughly accomplished  his  English  for  that  year  and  should  be  excused 
from  standing  a  final  examination  on  that  subject. 

Hollis  Pfaff,  '20. 


SOME  SALESMAN,  SKIMP  IS.    WE'LL  SAY  SO. 

"Skimp"  Fletcher,  making  a  sale:  "Now,  look  here,  Bill,  that 
book  I  want  to  sell  you  is  as  good  as  new.  No  marks  in  it,  the  pages 
all  in.  You  can  use  that  Spanish  book  this  year  and  sell  it  again 
next.  And  some  of  the  Spanish  is  already  in  it.  I'd  starve  before 
I'd  sell  it  for  less.    But  it  is  a  dandy  book." 

"Bill"  Sharp,  who  has  listened  patiently  so  far:  "Yes,  I  know, 
Skimp,  I've  seen  it." 

"Skimp":    "THIRTY  CENTS!" 
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3(ust  far  Jffuu 

Mr.  Graybeal  (in  chemistry)  :  "Tell  the  difference  between  the 
laws  of  nature  and  the  laws  of  man." 

J.  H. :  "The  laws  of  nature  are  natural  and  the  laws  of  man 
are  sympathetic." 

Miss  Britt:    "Carroll,  what  kind  of  language  is  Spanish?" 
Skinny:    "An  unknown  language!" 


Miss  Miller  (in  11th  history)  :  "Kathleen,  what  is  the  average 
rainfall  in  the  U.  S.?" 

K.  H. :    "30  sq.  in.  F." 


Bill  Sharp  says  that  he  saw  an  ad.  reading:    "Send  10c  for 
handsome  engraved  picture  of  George  Washington." 
He  bit,  and  received  a  two-cent  postage  stamp. 


Some  people  will  bear  watching.  Daphne  Wimbish  says  she 
likes  shorthand. 


Mr.  Moore :  "John  Fries,  do  you  know  when  Charles  Siewers 
is  coming  back?" 

J.  F. :    "Tomorrow,  I  think." 

K.  H. :  "No,  he's  not,  Mr.  Moore,  he  is  coming  today." 
Wonder  how  she  knew? 


Elizabeth  J.  Wilson  says  an  optimist  is  one  who  can  look  a 
Spanish  test  in  the  face  and  smile. 


Bulletin  heading:  "All  pupils  desiring  to  take  two  periods  of 
Geometry  each  day  may  do  so."  One  at  a  time  please!  Don't 
rush — Don't  crowd ! 


According  to  one  of  the  Seniors,  Juno  was  the  God  of  War. 


Teacher:  "Is  there  any  difference  between  night  air  and 
day  air?" 

1st  Student:  "Yes,  automobiles  run  better  at  night  because 
night  air  is  best." 

2nd  Student:    "It's  best  because  engine  keeps  cooler." 

3rd  Student  (brilliantly)  :  "No,  it's  best  because  you  can't  see 
the  bumps!" 
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We  sympathize  with  that  10th  boy  who  wrote: 

A  Poem  is  something  I  cannot  write, 
No  matter  how  hard  I  try; 

Even  though  I  try  with  all  my  might, 
A  poem  I  cannot  supply. 

Somestimes  I  sit  and  think  and  think 
Of  a  word  to  rhyme  with  another ; 

But  somehow  I  never  supply  the  link, 
And  have  to  try  another. 


Miss  Britt:  "I  think  it  would  be  nice  to  read  stories  and  then 
be  able  to  tell  them  to  the  Society.  I  have  heard  that  some  of  the 
girls  are  just  gifted  in  story-telling." 


Wanted :  To  know  why  Ethelbert  Holland  steals  all  the  notes 
the  girls  write. 


Wanted:  To  know  why  John  F.  Blair  and  Nancy  Stockton 
get  excited  when  Mrs.  Cunningham  visits  the  school. 


Wanted :  To  know  how  Kathleen  Huntley  when  called  to  the 
door  beat  Mr.  McN.  there  by  half  minute. 


Lost,  strayed,  or  stolen:  Senior  privilege  of  remaining  in  room 
during  lunch  hours.  If  found  please  return  at  once.  No  questions 
asked.  Reward. 


Mr.  Mc. :  "Conjugate  the  present  indicative  of  the  future 
tense  of  amo." 


If  Shorty  Burns,  would  Walter  K.  Fry? 

Mr.  Moore  (in  Geometry  class)  :  "Now,  listen  here,  girls, 
this  stopping  has  simply  got  to  talk!" 


First  Student:  "Did  you  know  that  one  can  now  tell  colors 
by  feeling?" 

Second  Student:  "Why,  who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing?  I 
don't  see  how  that  is  possible." 

First  Student:    Why,  haven't  you  ever  felt  blue?" 


Mr.  Mc  calls  on  Jessamine,  and  Jessie  rises.  Mr.  Mc  (in 
anger)  :    "I  didn't  say  'Jessie';  I  said  'Jessie  mine'." 
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Here's  to  the  class  of  "21", 

The  class  that  will  finish  as  it  begun; 

Ever  the  best, 

At  any  test, 

And  we  never  give  up  till  we've  won. 

Here's  to  the  teachers;  they  give  us  their  best 

Of  knowledge  in  Latin  and  Math  ; 

We're  sometimes  bad, 

It  makes  them  mad, 

And  sometimes  stirs  up  their  wrath. 

Thomas  Hanes. 


Mr.  Graybeal :  Now  we  put  several  drops  of  acid  with  a  gram 
of  soda." 

Pauline:    Er — How  many  drops  in  a  gram?" 

An  accident  happened  in  the  Tenth  Grade  the  other  day.  Skinny 
Williams,  overcome  by  a  wave  of  remorse,  decided  to  turn  over  a  new 
leaf.  Therefore  he  came  to  school  the  next  day  with  his  Spanish 
lesson  prepared. 

(P.  S.  The  patient,  Miss  Britt,  is  expected  to  recover  by  many 
of  the  specialists;  however,  this  opinion  is  not  the  belief  of  most  of 
the  doctors.) 

Jim:  "Nancy,  be  sure  and  appoint  a  committee  to  blow  up  the 
balloons  for  the  Junior-Senior  Reception." 

Nancy:    "Why  don't  the  balloons  come  already  blown  up?" 


Owing  to  war  conditions  we  found  it  inadvisable  last  year  to 
publish  The  Black  and  Gold.  However,  we  took  over  four  num- 
bers of  the  "School  News"  as  Black  and  Gold  numbers  and  at  the 
end  of  the  term  published  our  regular  Senior  Black  and  Gold. 

Other  schools  also  discontinued  publication  last  year,  so  that 
few  exchanges  were  received.  One  of  the  best  things  about  editing 
a  school  magazine  is  to  see  what  other  high  school  boys  and  girls 
are  doing  in  this  line.  And  so  we  are  sending  our  magazine  to  our 
old  friends  with  the  hope  that  they  will  exchange  with  us. 

The  Index,  Oshkosh,  Wis. — Your  magazine  is  well  gotten  up. 
The  poems  are  splendid.  The  ones  written  in  Scotch  dialect  are 
particularly  worthy  of  commendation ;  however,  your  stories  lack  orig- 
inality, and  we  would  suggest  that  you  omit  the  page  of  photographs. 
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Attjlrttra 

Athletics  has  always  held  an  important  place  in  our  school  life. 
The  interest  is  due  to  the  fact  that  we  have  played  for  the  Western 
Championship  twice  in  football,  wTon  the  State  Championship  in  base- 
ball in  1918  and  the  Western  State  Championship  in  1919;  and  in 
basket  ball  won  the  State  Championship  in  1915,  1917,  1919. 

This  year  we  are  endeavoring  to  live  up  to  the  records  made  in 
previous  years  and  we  believe  we  will  succeed,  for  in  addition  to 
boys'  athletics  we  now  have  a  girls'  association.  By  hard  work  a 
court  has  been  secured  for  the  girls,  and  under  the  efficient  direction 
of  Mrs.  Moore,  Miss  Carson  and  Miss  Mebane  the  basketball  team 
is  making  a  name  for  itself. 

We  are  delighted  to  have  Mr.  Moore  back  again  as  coach,  and 
already  our  team  is  showing  the  result  of  thorough  practice. 

In  the  first  game  of  the  season,  October  4th,  Guilford  gave  our 
boys  a  good  scrap.  During  the  first  quarter  it  seemed  to  the  onlook- 
ers as  though  Guilford's  team  was  superior  to  ours.  Being  much 
heavier  than  our  team  they  managed  to  get  one  touchdowTn,  but  during 
that  time  our  team  was  resolving  to  make  it  Guilford's  last.  And 
so  it  was,  for  during  the  second  quarter  our  team  received  their  kick- 
off  and  by  steady  team-work  carried  it  to  Guilford's  ten-yard  line. 
Then  our  quarterback.  Davis,  circled  the  end  for  a  touchdown,  but 
as  Guilford  had  done,  we  failed  to  kick  goal.  After  the  half,  both 
teams  fought  with  renewed  vigor.  During  the  third  quarter  our 
boys  again  crossed  the  goal  line  for  a  second  touchdown.  This,  too, 
was  done  by  hard  work  on  the  part  of  both  lines  and  backfield.  In 
the  fourth  quarter  neither  team  scored  and  the  game  closed  with 
W.-S.  H.  S.  victors  12  to  6. 

Our  second  game  was  played  at  Martinsville,  October  11th. 
Davis,  the  captain,  being  unable  to  play,  left  our  team  under  a  handi- 
cap, but  the  team  realizing  this  fought  all  the  harder.  During  this 
quarter  the  ball  zigzagged  across  the  field  and  by  the  time  the  whistle 
blew  we  had  scored  one  touchdown.  The  second  quarter  began 
with  the  ball  in  the  hands  of  the  Martinsville  team,  which  gradually 
worked  it  across  their  goal  line.  By  kicking  the  goal  the  half  ended 
with  a  score  of  7  to  6  in  their  favor.  But  after  the  intermission  be- 
tween halves  the  Black  and  Gold  team  came  back  stronger.  As  a 
result  of  hard  fighting  they  crossed  the  goal  line  for  the  second  time. 
The  fourth  quarter  was  hard  fought  by  both  teams  and  neither  side 
scored.    Thus  W.-S.  H.  S.  was  victorious  with  a  score  of  12  to  7. 

Due  to  the  rain  on  October  18th,  though  the  game  with  Greens- 
boro was  hard  fought,  neither  side  scored. 

Charles  Siewers,  '20. 


We  Specialize  on  Clothes 

For  Men  and  Young  Men 

And  know  just  what  young  men  want  and  should  wear 
for  every  occasion.    We  always  recommend 

"Adler-Rochester  Suits 
For  Fall  and  Winter 

As  we  are  always  positive  of 
ijhe  durability  and  style — and 
yet  the  price  is  as  moderate  as 
any  good  clothes  can  be  sold  for 

SHIRTS 

We  want  every  man  and  young 
man  to  see  our  large  stock  of 
Silk,  Crepe  and  Madras  Shirts 
— the  finest  assortment  that  we 
have  ever  collected.  Stylish  and 
correct  colors. 

UNDERWEAR 

All  the  good  kinds  you  see 
advertised  in  the  magazines  in 
every  weight.  Two-piece  or 
union  suits — cotton  or  wool — 
we  can  fit  you. 

NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  ETC. 

The  best  assortment  to  be 
found  in  the  city.  We  have 
what  you  want. 

Mock  ■  Bagby  -  Stockton  Co. 


POLITER  CANDY  KITCHEN 

"Quality  Is  Our  Motto" 
114  W.  4th  St.  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Groceries  For  Less 
MUTUAL  CASH  STORES,Inc. 

Phones  1447-1448 


GET  YOUR  SHOES  AT 

BENNETT  -  SIMPSON  SHOE  CO.'S 

Where  You  Get  Real  Values 


HOPKINS-LANDQUIST  DRUG  CO. 

DRUGGISTS 

Phone  159  4 '  On  The  Corner. ' ' 


BOUQUET  JENICE  TALCUM  AND  COLD  CREAM 

Two  Delightful  Necessities.    For  Sale  Only  at 

O'HANLON'S 

The  South 's  Greatest  Drug  Store 


HINE'S  SHOES 

Wear  Longer  Because  They  Are 

FITTED  PROPERLY 


BROWN-ROGERS  CO. 

AUTO  ACCESSORIES 

Hardware,    Sporting    Goods,    Farming  Implements 


Nationally 
Priced 


North  Carolina's  Best  Known 

PIANO  HOUSE 

Established  1894  by  R.  J.  Bowen 


_  Nationally 
Advertised 


Bring  Happiness  to  Your  Home 

You  need  a  fine  Mod- 
ern Player  -  Piano  in 
your  home  —  no  donbt 
about  that.  It  provides 
Pleasure  and  Content- 
ment for  you  such  as 
nothing  else  will. 

The  Gulbransee  is  the  Nationalized  "one 
price"  Guaranteed  Player  Piano  that 
satisfies  every  taste  and  suits  every 
pocket  book. 

Come  in  and  try  one  for  yourself.    Then — 

Buy  From  The  House  You  Know 

BOWEN  PIANO  CO. 

ONE  PRICE  TO  ALL 

Court  House  Sq.  Phone  346 

Winston  -  Salem,  N.  C. 

Best  Stock  of  Players,  Pianos,  and 
Player  Music  in  the  South 


LET  US  SERVE  YOU 

ELECTRICALLY 

Southern  Public  Utilities  Company 

Boys  and  Girls.  Ride  a 
"TRIBUNE" 

The  best  Bicycle  in  America.  We  have  them  in  all 
stvles,  for  everybody. 

TUCKER-WARD  HARDWARE  CO. 

434  Trade  Street.  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

MRS.  L.  K.  STANTON 

FINE  MILLINERY 

And  Fancy  Goods 
209  Main  Street.  Winston-Salem,  N.  0. 

HIGH  CLASS  WATCHES,  JEWELRY 

Silverware,  etc.,  for  Gifts  for  all  occasions  and  all  Peo- 
ple. Everlasting  gifts  that  will  be  appreciated,  kept 
and  remembered. 

THE  GIFT  SHOP  —  428  N.  Liberty  St< 
The  Winston-Salem  Morris  Plan  Bank 

We  loan  Money  at  Legal  Rates  of  Interest. 
Geo.  W.  Coan,  Pres.         Robt.  C.  Norfleet,  Vice-Pres. 
Geo.  W.  Coan,  Jr.,  Sec.  and  Treas. 

FOR  THE  BEST  PREPARED  FOODS  VISIT 

PHOENIX  CAFE 

Opposite  Court  House  Open  Day  and  Night 


PREPARATION   FOR  COLLEGE 

We  want  to  impress  upon  the  minds  of  young  boys 
and  girls  who  are  turning  their  thoughts  toward  the 
subject  of  higher  education,  the  importance  of  saving 
money  for  use  later  on. 

A  prominent  educator  says:  "The  time  for  a  boy 
to  begin  to  save  is  when  he  is  in  the  High  School,  say 
from  twelve  or  thirteen  on  for  the  next  four  years. 
If  he  saves  then  (from  his  own  earnings  or  from 
spending  money  allowed  him  by  his  parents)  no  mat- 
ter how  little,  and  gets  the  habit  of  saving,  when  the 
many  calls  during  his  college  career  come  to  him,  he 
will  have  himself  well  in  hand."  And  this  of  course 
applies  also  to  girls  in  High  School  who  are  preparing 
for  college. 

You  can  open  a  Savings  Account  with  us  for  one 
dollar,  and  we  will  pay  you  four  per  cent  interest, 
compounded  quarterly,  on  your  money. 

Wachovia  Bank  and  Trust  Company 

Capital  and  Surplus,  $2,000,000.00 
Member  Federal  Reserve  System 


The  Best  in  Photography 


Russell  &  Moses  Studio 

413  N.  Liberty  Street 

s 

MAKE  AN  APPOINTMENT  TODAY — 
OUR  PRICES  ARE  RIGHT 


See  Pictures  at  The 
PILOT  THEATRE 

West  Fourth  St.-The  Pick  of 
the  Pictures— The  Most  Mod- 
ern Movie  in  the  Carolinas. 


Elmont  Theatre 

Liberty  Street — Pep  in  Every 
Program — Short   Live  Sub- 
jects for  Busy  People. 


Broadway  Theatre 

Liberty  Street — The  House 
of  Big  Pictures — Perfect  Pro- 
jection— Unsurpassed  Serv- 
ice— ' '  LaFargue  Music ' ! 


Road  Attractions 

and 

VAUDEVILLE 

at  the 

AUDITORIUM 

WINSTON-SALEM,  N.  0. 
Liberty  and  Fifth  Sts. 

C.  J.  McLane,  Manager 

R.  I.  Van  Dyke, 
Musical  Director 

Office:  Pilot  Theatre  Bldg. 
Phone  596 


Douglas  Storage  Battery  Company 

305  West  Third  Street 

GUARANTEED  NON  -  SULPHATING 
STORAGE  BATTERIES 

All  Makes  of  Batteries  Repaired  and  Recharged 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Patronize  Those  Who  Support  Our 
SCHOOL  MAGAZINE 
By  Trading  With  Our  Advertisers 


^fiinttnnMnMnMninMinMiMnhiitiiiMiMiiiiiitiiiiiMiitiiiiiiitiiiMitNisiiHiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiii^ 

DRAMA 
COMEDY 
|  EDUCATIONAL  I 

I  The  World's  Greatest  I 
Artists  in  Best 
Productions 

I  "THE  PLACE  I 
I    YOU  KNOW"  I 


The  Amuzu's  Best  Rec- 
ommendation is  the 
fact  that  a  large  major- 
ity of  the  Student  Body 
and  faculty  of  the  High 
School  are  among  its 
Regular  Patrons, 
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The  Aeolian- 
Vocalion 

The  Phonograph 
of  Quality 

VOCALION 
RECORDS 

EMERSON 
RECORDS 

Needles,  Brushes,  Albums 


THE  VOCALION  SALES  AGENCY 

'EXCLUSIVE  MUSIC  STORE" 

234  Main  Street  Opposite  Zinzendorf 


SIMPLY  DELICIOUS 

— and  so  easily  served 

DRINK  COCA-COLA 
IN  BOTTLES 


D.  G.  CRAVEN  CO. 

Ladies'  Ready  to  Wear  Cash  Store 

WINSTON-SALEM,  N.  C. 


j&  LASHMIT'S  J? 

SHOES — That's  All 


Ideal  Dry  Goods  Company 

Ladies  Ready -to -Wear,  Millinery, 
Dry  Goods,  Notions,  Etc. 

Trade  Street        -  Fourth  Street 


It  Pays  to  Advertise  in 

Gtyr  Hark  anil  (&a\b 

For  Terms  and  Rates  see  the  Managers 


Clothes  Do  Not  Make  The  Man 


is  true,  but  these  days  by 

What  You  Wear  The  Public  Judges 
To  A  Large  Degree  What  You 

Know  And  Are. 


To  overdress  is  foolish— to  underdress 
(or  shabby  dress)  is  to  lose  an  impor- 
tant advantage.  We  want  your  busi- 
ness and  we'll  assure  you  that  here 
you  can  get  clothes  that  will  do  you 
justice  in  Style,  in  Fit,  in  Service,  and 
at  reasonable  prices.  Really 

IT  PAYS  TO 
FOLLOW  THE  ARROW 
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